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Woman in the Garden 


He watches from the shadows 
as she sits by the pond 
dipping delicate fingers 

into smooth, clear water. 


Her dress fans out like rose 
petals strewnalong the grass. 
Ebony curls surround a throat 
white as Easter lilies. 


He hears birds singing, 
thinks of the time he killed 
the mourning doves, hands 
soothing grey velvet. 

How surprised he was 

at the blue around their eyes. 


The woman tilts her head, 
leans forward teasing 

the water, its surface 
shimmering like fine silk. 


He steps trom the darkness 
to touch the flowers, 
surpuised at the blue 

of her eyes, 


Waiting 


On the porch, an old woman 
sits rocking. The sound, like 
the ticking of a clock, echoes 
through her head. 


Gnarled fingers smooth a print 
dress, wisps of hair brush 

a wrinkled cheek, years drop 
like rose petals. 


She is a young girl, 

smelling afternoon honeysuckle 
on a summer day, hearing 

his voice calling. 


She leans forward, 

thoughts colliding on the paths 
of her brain, shadows playing 
tricks on tired eyes. 


Hearing only silence, 
she sits and waits, 
knowing he will come, 
her mind rocking 
back and forth. 


Wings 


Winter sunlight cascades 
through the window 
splashing across 

the wooden floor. 


I twirl in its reflection, 
soak in its warmth, 
renewing dormant energies. 


Outside, an early season 
butterfly sits 
on a dew-filled leaf. 


Wings beating with my breath, 
we drink in the brightness, 
thirsty for spring. 


The Lace Maker 


Glass, ivory, bone bobbins 
dangle in pairs from linen yarn 
like small rounded puppets. 
Each cross and knot of thread, 
each movement of the wrist 
creates weavings intricate 

as a spider's web, delicate 

as a snowflake. 


"I taught myself," she proudly says. 
"Didn't have any real bobbins 

so used my husband's chess pieces, 
winding the thread around them, 
practicing until J got it right. 

Takes two hours to make a cuff, 

two years to make a wedding dress." 


J marvel at the interlacings, 

the opening and closings 

like a new morning 

whose twists and turns 

grow into a long length of day 
capturing each lifted wing, 

each soft shadow, trimming 

the meadows, edging the night-- 
practicing, practicing. 


Night Sounds 


[ hear my neighbor weeping, 
the sound seeps through 
filter thin walls, 

blending with the darkness 
that covers me. 


I saw her the other day, 
body bent, withered 
like a dying tree. 

The leaves of her face 
already curled. 


She cries alone, 

lies there forgotten 
by family, by friends, 
by death. 


Somewhere a cat calls, 
thunder rumbles, I hear 
the earth turn. 


The Glove 


Worn leather 
resting 

on the table 
curved 
from the heat 
of your fingers. 


I hold 
the impostor 
hand 
and it shakes 


my wanting soul. 


Barren Dreams 


It's dusk wnen the farmer 

finaily sits on his front porch. 

The weathered wood is grey, bent 
like the man whose shoulders stoop 
from the pull of a plow breaking 

the earth, his dreams. 


He walks the same land 

as three generations before, proud 
until the day the threshing machine 
tore his father's arms off, blood 
soaked into the parched land 

as easily as water. 


When the buzzards filled the sky, 
his mother knew. She ran 
through the south field 

catching her skirt on briars 

that ripped the white lace slip 

he had given her the week before. 


Now nothing grows where his father died 
as though the life has drained 

from the man and his land. 

The farmer is reminded 

each time he sees the barren spot 

how plans can also turn to dust. 


As purple shadows descend over crops, 
the farmer dreams of bright lights, 

city sounds, and the stale smell 

of streets where the blood of men 
gathers in pools on asphault roads, 

not killing the land, 


not making any difference. 
16 


Sharing 


From the garden 

I see you polishing 

silver in the kitchen, 

rubbing pink liquid 

in small circles 

on tarnished metal. 

You smile that mother's smile. 


Remembering as a little girl 

my job was to polish the silver 
while you made the garden shine, 
laughing at our hands 

blackened from our chores. 


Now your face is etched, 
wrinkled like a newborn 
and I wonder when did my 
hands become yours? 


Silent Scream 


Hearing the snap of leather, 
she prepares for the sting 
against her skin. 

The belt rises, 

a snake poised to strike. 


"If you'll just cry," 

her father once said, 
"Your mother will stop." 
Even at seven the girl 

is too proud. 


Dark red welts, large 

as the lump in her throat, 
appear on legs, raw with pain. 
Inch-wide serpent continues 
to find its mark. 


The next day, her dress won't 
cover the wounds, her friends 
are told she's sick, the third 
time that month. 

Locked in her room, 

she silently screams, 

monster. 


Mending 


When you left 

something fell 

off the shelf 

of my heart. Shattering 
dreams, splattering memories 
on the walls of my life. 


Independence 

may cement these pieces 
together, 

but will they leak 

of loneliness? 
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Crushed by a Promise 


In the shop window 

the girl sees the gown, 

yards of white satin, 

lace sleeves ending 

in points like arrows. 

She imagines wearing that dress, 
Eddie at the end of the aisle. 


But Eddie's in Tacoma. 

The mill closed, jobs were scarce. 
"T'll send for you," he said. 

How many women, she wonders, 
have lived alone breathing 

those four words. 


They used to make love in the old 
shack behind her parents' house. 
When it rained the shack leaked, 
and Eddie would shield her. 

"I don't want to crush you, 

it would be like crushing a rose." 


She works in a butcher shop, 
white aprons covered in dark 
dried blood, raw liver, old meat, 
other people's dinner. 

The girls in Tacoma 

don't smell like death. 


The Hunter 


Walking through the woods, 
she sees a man digging, 
sharpens the blurred image 
in her binoculars. 

He stomps a boot clad foot 
on the shovel, scoops 

the soil, then tosses 

it behind him. 


Bending, he drags a canvas bag 
towards the hole, his broad 
back blocking her view. 

She expects to see 

an out-of-season deer. 


As he moves, a long lean 
foot comes into view, 
toenails painted red. 
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Point of View 


From the ninth floor 

window, I am taller 

than the tops of trees, 

closer to the bottom of clouds, 
swaying in a concrete wind. 


Miniature people crisscross, 
ride in matchbox cars 

along shrunken roads. 
Buildings stacked here 

and there, a world of roofs. 


I close my eyes, move 

above a gameboard landscape. 
A hawk and I circle 

the earth to eye its faults, 
catch its miracles. 


Suddenly, I open my eyes 
and from the ninth floor 
window Iam now taller than 
the glow of the fading sun, 
closer to the moon. 


Remember you once said 

to look at things 

from a different perspective. 

I must tell you how they look. 


Weeds of Time 


She remembered the tree, 

pink blossoms fell that summer day. 
Flower by flower, 

the pieces of her life 

rested on the soft earth, 

dropped into the darkened holes. 


She found the gravestones, 

flat rectangles against cold ground. 
Brushing aside years of growth, 
she traced, "Infant son of..., 
Husband of..." 


The tree had grown, 

long branches sway 

in the cool morning breeze, 
like a man's arms wanting, 
a child's needing. 


She pulled the weeds of time, 
crushed them between her fingers, 
gathered pink blossoms from 

the tree, and left her footprints, 
walking through the cemetery. 


Blue Heron 


I watch the shadow 

of your wings cross the garden 
like a small cloud. You perch 
in the high pines waiting 

for the right moment. Silently, 
you float with the currents, 
bank and roll, swooping low 
to land on pencil thin legs. 

At water's edge you stand 
rock still, neck hunched 

deep in blue grey feathers, 
eyes missing nothing. 


Only the fish run from your stare. 


Hunger 


The men in line outside 
the soup kitchen stood 
one after the other 

like narrow dark shadows 
on the sidewalk. 


The smell of meat and sweat 
mingled with the mumbling of men, 
a rhythm like the throbbing 

of a small pulse in the finger 

of the afternoon. 


They inched forward, 

an assembly line of wooden figures. 
Bodies composed, brows clear, 
mouth impassive, 

eyes burning. 


Fall Flight 


[ watch the November rain 

wash the color from the hills 
blending them into grey skies. 

Mud puddles form, ooze into streams 
like spokes on a wheel. 

I breathe on the windowpane, 
blurring my vision like thick 

fog from the sea. 


I remember it rained the morning 
we released you. Falcon wing healed 
from the hunter's shot. Standing 

for amoment regal, proud 

like your ancestors 

who were once the sport of kings. 
You took flight, circled once, 

your dark shape growing smaller. 
How much I needed to go with you, 
to blend into that grey sky-- 

wild, free. 
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Breakdown 


It was the dust I remembered. 
Thick swirls coating 

everything in layers 

like brown powered paint. 

I coud taste the grit, 

imagined my teeth looked rotten, 
dingy. 


My father and I ambled along 
the deserted country road, 
the old Ford broken down 

a half mile back. 

His blue serge suit 

looked rusted, cheap 

in the afternoon light. 


At the top of a hill 

we saw a farmhouse, 

its tin roof shimmering 

from the August heat. 

I wanted to ask my father why 
help always came from strangers, 
but even squinting I couldn't see 
his face. 


We stopped talking long ago, 
seemed like our words 

were scattered, tumbled 

around like the leaves 

along the road, not going anywhere, 
disintegrating like the earth 

flying around us. 
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Beyond the Window 


The old swing set poles 
form odd angles. 

Once blue paint has faded 
to a strange hue, 

rust replacing youth. 

A gentle wind 

moves the seat 

and | hear laughter. 


You once sang, 

"Three Blind Mice," 
kicked your legs harder, 
making the swing rise 
while auburn curls flew 
around your face. 


Small thin arms 

tightly held on, 

secure in your world 

of butterflies, and playmates. 


Your father died the next summer. 


Now in the yard beyond 
the window I hear 

only the clang of chains 
in the wind. 


A Night in the Emergency Room 


I feel lost 

like the humpback whale 
whose homing instinct 
malfunctions, heads for shore, 
confused, diseased. 


I float between earth and sky, 
darkness taking away my senses. 
The pain grips like jaws 

that draw me closer to the edge. 


The mist clears and they bathe 
my skin, stay with me through 
the night. The drip in my arm 
a heartbeat of hope. 


In the morning, the room is bright, 
the way clear, and I use all my 
strength swimming towards 

the light. 
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Inscription 


They say there is a cow 
buried in the Pittsboro 
cemetery and every time 
I drive by I look for 

a marker with "Elsie" or 
"Beulah." 


Then I heard of a farmer 
who named his cows after 
cars. There was Chevy, 
Dodge, Mustang. He even 
had an old bull named 
Model T who mated 

with Edsel and they had 

a Mercedes. 


Maybe the next time I 
drive by the cemetery 
in Pittsboro, I should 
look for a headstone 
that says--"Here lies 
BMW." 
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Standing by the Mailbox 


This time he waits 

for her letter in the rain. 

Day after day, his hands clutch 
envelopes, white as so*t skin 

he still remembers. Bold print 
only announces "payment due, ' 
"sweepstakes winner," 'occupant." 


The hollowness in his chest drips 
from memories that flood him, 

and he wonders why the curves of her 
letters mean so much when the voice 
on her answering machine speaks 

a flatness that spells distance, 
indifference. 


He thinks of the summer they wrote 
their names on the beach. 

The stroke of her hand 

made large looped letters that curled 
like wisps of har, her laughter 
flowing smoothly on blank air, 
initials twirled in the sand. 


Drops splattered his shirt like periods, 

and he felt like those solitary men 

who wake to empty beds with vague images 
of golden women whose rounded breasts 
rise and fall. He reaches out; 

the dream quickly fades 

like woods on rain soaked paper. 
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Games We Play 


Overhead, two red tail hawks 
fly aerial figure eights 

against a bright smooth sky. 
Their broad, rounded wings 
stay motionless as they 

bank and roll in the wind. 


They start to play a game. 

One flies in small circles, 

the other one soars away, 

dritts back, swoops to touch 

the first one, only to fly 

away for another skyward greeting. 


The last time you coasted 

into my lite, your words 

gliding smoothly through the air. 

I played your game, went in circles, 
all but our minds touching. 


Death Rattle 


Each time there is a storm, 

she watches 

the tree shudder 

outside her nursing home window, 
hears its groans, knows 

the sound of suffering. 


All afternoon the men work. 
The buzz of the saw rips 
the enormous trunk, slicing 
close to the last threads. 


They tie a rope around the tree, 
the other end to a truck 

that inches forward then lunges 
again and again. The old oak 
will not give up. 


Once more they saw and pull, 

the tree finally surrenders. 

The trunk tears; the harsh crack 

fills the room, then a sigh 

as the branches sing through the air. 
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Dark Hours 


I watcn from the window 
as your broad back moves 
down the drive, 

vanishes into the fog, 


I want to share with you 
the slow, dark hours 

of the night, 

so I sit and wait, knowing 


these journeys bring you 
home to another day. 
We share this disease. 

I with the pain, 

you with the symptoms, 
both wait. 


Then I walk the dark 
hours of the night, 
without you. 
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Listening 


It was the wind 

that bothered him, 
The sound, 

a human whine, 

filled the four corners 
of his room. 


He thought of the boy lost 

in the woods last winter. 

The mother calling, each breath 
ending in hop, despair. 

He always listened, she said. 
Even when he didn't want to. 


When her voice gave out, 

she whispered 

her son's name as though the wind 
would carry it to the child, 
covering him with the warm 
softness of her words. 


A week later 

they found him huddled 
against a tree, bark embedded 
in the tiny face. 

Hands frozen 

over his ears. 
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Idle Days 


Summers were spent at the lake, 
a cold, tea colored pody 

of water surrounded by blue 
green woods, with wildflowers 
sweeping its shore. 


Each morning, mist settled 

on the surface like something 
how brewing, and I would launch 
the canoe to catch pink scaled 
fish with feathered flies. 


At dusk when the sun was low, 

a sheath of calmness covered 

the water, changing light into shadows. 
Each sound intensified, hung 

like perfume in the air. 


My bed was in the screened porch, 

and at night I could hear water lapping, 
the buzz of the night moths, 

my mother's voice drifting in, out, 
asking my father what I did all day. 


I would close my eyes, feel the gentle 
rocking that soothed, and excited 
eager to spend another day-- 

under a bright smooth sky. 

My hands blue from berry picking. 
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Knotted Memories 


She couldn't decide 
whether to sell 

the purse at the yard sale. 
It was straw with wooden 
half moon handles. 


Like a surgeon, she probed 
a hole in the plaid lining, 
found a piece of white ribbon, 


the baby fine silk 
trayed at one end, 

tied into two tiny knots 
at the other. 


On their last date, 

she wore a ribbon around 
her neck. He caressed 

it when they danced. 


She wished he had pulled 
that ribbon tight 

ayainist her throat. 
Quicker. 


Instead, her life 
became unraveled, 
knotted in memories 
that couldn't be untied. 


She put the nbbon back 
in the lining, decided to sell 
the purse for a dollar. 


Sume lives are cheaper. 
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Dry Season 


One year the spring rains failed 
to come, and the burnt fields 

lay brown under rays like rainbow 
tinted layers of dust. 

When the wind rustled 

dry corn stalks, the sound of rain 
rang through the hills. Farmers 
were fooled, running to check 
clouds that quickly dissolved. 


Everything became hard and dull 
from the press of air that faded 

the color from all things, 

especially the faces of men. 

Their eyes dried up like watering 
holes and tempers became as brittle 
as the wasting crops. 


At night they placed bets on which day 

the rains would come, spending money 
that wasn't there, complaining 

until the hope of moisture disappeared 
with every drop of whiskey. 

In the early morning hours, 

numb once more to their plight, 

they would stagger home to wives 

who were accustomed to wanting, 

to waiting, doing without. 
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Generations 


In the old black and white 
photograph, five young women 

sit on a rock, smiling. 

My grandmother is in the middle, 

her face unlined, yet familiar. 

Her hands have long fingers entwined. 
Wind blows dark hair 

I never knew she had. 


She used to tell me I had piano 

fingers, should learn to play 

like she did, like my mother. 

But my talent was not the keyboard, 

or dancing, or singing in the choir. 

| tuld my grandmother there was a switch 
at birth, I did not belong to this family. 
She took the news courageously, 

telliig me that one day I would know. 
There would be no doubt that I belonged. 


Yeats later while staying at her house, 
| heard music, crept down the stairs. 
Grandmother sat at the piano, 

back straight, hair white 

in the blackness. 

Slowly, she turned. 

My own eyes smiled at me, 

as my mothers hands moved 

along the keys. 
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The Catch 


It was the last summer he ever fished 

the cove off old beach road. 

He'd walk past the weathered cottage, 

its dilapidated pier jutting out 

like a broken arm, and wade into the water 
near the pilings. 


One morning he saw her standing 

at the end of the pier, staring 

at nothing, at everything. 

Long hair fluttered, flying strands 

ot copper thread. Her dress billowed 
like a sail. 


Turning, she called 

tu him and waited. 

Bare {eet silently moved 
alony the worn wood, 
seagulls screamed 
overhead. 


Two days later. shrimpers pulled 
her from the water. Seaweed woven 
itu copper. the flowered sail 
ripped down the middle, 

Lyes still staring, 

calling to the wind. 


A Father's Lesson 


You taught me to ride my bicycle, 
steadying my courage as you ran 
beside me, grabbing the tender 
each time I started to wobble. 


The afternoon yuu set me free, 
watched me skim along the pavement, 
I telt that long awaited burst 

of freedom like a fledgling 

with his new flight feathers. 


I turned to look at you, pride 
danced on yur face, hands 
clapping high in the air-- 

neither one of us saw the curb. 

I landed in a tangled mass of metal, 
bruised skin, broken fingers. 


"Why did you let gu?" I screamed. 
The words stinging your heart 
like the tears in my eyes. 

You gathered me in your arms, 
kissed my hair, svothed my pride. 


Years later I remembered 


you had said, ‘ail fathers 
have to let go." 
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Bottled Dreams 


She's on the floor. 

The neck of the empty bottle 
tignt in her hands. 

He feels the same strangle 
hold on his life. 


From the slit of her gown, 
naked thighs curve, 

amber curls on a bare shoulder 
stir his wanting memories. 


Her image before the liquid 
nightmares, rises in front 

of him, wraps her arms 
around his neck, makes love 
to him in the shadows 

of the afternoon. 


How beautiful she 

is in his world, how ugly 

in the real one. 

He smoothes a wisp of hair, 
covers her against the cold, 
closes the door 

on bottled dreams. 
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